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It was early Friday evening. Julie knew that later, it would get bitterly cold. She put on a warm jacket, and decided to go for a walk. With no particular direction in mind, she headed towards a nearby shopping centre. Head bent and hands deep in her pockets, she passed a few of the windows not really focusing on anything inside. At the moment her life was in turmoil. Her thoughts were going round in circles and she wondered about her relationship with Dean. Lately there have been so many misunderstandings. Their arguments were becoming more frequent and she was getting tired of all the bickering. Julie loved Dean; there was absolutely no doubt in her mind. He was her soul mate, everything she wanted in a man, how could she set matters straight between them and get him to understand her point of view on certain issues. After all it had been a mutual choice to set up home together, and a healthy relationship needed conflicts of interest. Surely at some stage, they could reach a compromise.


By now the wind had started picking up, and she was no nearer to solving any of the problems going round in her head. Julie realized that it was getting very chilly. She felt icy cold and pulling her jacket over her ears in an effort to keep warm, she decided to make her way home. The wind was really blowing, and as Julie turned a corner, she heard what sounded like a small whimper. Probably the wind she thought, but she heard the sound again, this time it was slightly closer. At this point all Julie wanted to do was get inside and cuddle up next to a warm fire not go after strange noises.



Actually she was beginning to regret the impulse, which had led her outside into the cold night air. She was almost at the place where the sound was coming from and figured it was probably a kitten in distress. Curiosity got the better of her, so she began to investigate. She stopped for a moment to listen, because with the wind howling the sound was growing fainter. Ah! There it was again, barely audible but she heard it. Julie started searching amongst debris that was scattered on the pavement and in doorways. She tossed aside bits of paper and even old boxes. She was about to give up, thinking her imagination had got the better of her. Then just as she picked up another box, she saw what looked like a pile of rags. Bending down she took a closer look and was astonished to find a tiny infant lying amongst the rags. It was so small and looked completely frozen. She picked up the bundle, and in the dim lights, saw that it was indeed a tiny baby. The eyes were closed and it had turned completely blue. She no longer heard the whimpering and thought the baby had stopped breathing.


Julie looked around to see if there was somebody who could help, but the place was quite deserted. For a moment she felt isolated from the world around her. Who could have done such a thing! More to the point where was the mother! As these questions were racing through her mind, she realized that something had to be done and quickly, there was no time to waste. With freezing hands Julie put the baby inside her jacket and started running as fast as she could towards home. Almost out of breath, she dashed through the gate up to the front door, fumbling in her pocket for the key.

At last she got the door open. A fire was still burning and the house felt warm and cosy. Quickly she put the baby down on the rug in front of the grate and rushed upstairs to get some towels. In her haste she didn’t notice that Dean was also there.

He had been sitting quietly, staring at the flames, trying to put their current situation into some form of perspective. He heard Julie fumble with keys to get the door open but guessed it was probably because her hands were cold. Serve her right he thought for going out in this weather. He saw her place something down on the rug and wondered what she was doing.


Julie rushed back to the lounge with towels draped over her arms. She knelt down beside the baby, and picking it up ever so gently started wrapping the towels around the tiny body. “What are you doing?” asked Dean. Julie was so absorbed that she jumped when she heard him. “Dean! I thought you had gone out, I didn’t see you”. “I haven’t been out,” he said” “I’ve been here most of the time.” “Who do you think kept the fire going?” “O’ Dean please let’s not start another argument, “I’m sorry if I ignored you, but I really thought you were out”. “Besides I have something to show you, “You won’t believe what you see”. “What is it?” asked Dean. “Come and look for yourself”.


Dean went over to where Julie was kneeling, cuddling something in her arms wrapped in towels. His first thought was more than likely some small animal. Trust Julie to be a Samaritan. She would bring home any stray and could not leave an animal to suffer. Bending down he looked inside the towels. He could not believe his eyes. “Where on earth did you get this baby he asked?”


Still holding tightly onto the baby, Julie related the whole story to him leaving nothing out. Dean listened intently to what she was saying, not moving a muscle. Julie looked down at the small bundle in her arms and putting her face closer, noticed that some colour was returning to the little face.



She put one finger gently near the baby’s nose and felt slight breathing, although very faint. “Dean, what are we going to do?” “I’m sure this baby needs some milk”. “We must do something Dean said”. “Why don’t I call your mother, she’ll know exactly what to do” “Yes she will know,” said Julie but please hurry”. Without hesitating, Dean went straight to the telephone. Julie stayed exactly where she was, holding the baby tightly in her arms. She kept listening to make sure it was still breathing.


“Hello” “this is Dean speaking” she heard him say. “We have a crisis on our hands and Julie wants you to come over right away”. “What’s the matter?” asked Julie’s mother, you sound very strange”. “It’s serious,” Dean said. “How soon can you be here?” “I’ll grab my coat and leave immediately,” she said. “Right” “I’ll switch on the verandah lights for you and leave the door unlocked”. “He put down the receiver and went back to where he had left Julie. She was still sitting in front of the warm fire with her head bent over the baby. Looking at her Dean thought she made a perfect picture with the baby in her arms. “Would you like a cup of tea? He asked”. “Yes please, I do feel a bit thirsty,” she said. Dean went through to the kitchen, switched on the kettle and set out the cups for tea. Just as the kettle started to boil he heard Julie’s mother drive up. Julie’s mother went straight through to the lounge. 




“What’s the matter she asked?” Julie pulled aside the towel and showed her mother the baby. “Where on earth did you get this child?” “Mom I’ll explain everything later, right now I need your help”. Her mother took the baby and looked down at its little face. She saw as Julie had that there was a bit of colour and slight breathing. “How long has this baby been like this?” “Almost an hour, I think”.


“Julie’s mother made a list of items that were urgently needed; a bottle, formula, nappies, a warm blanket and some baby clothes. “You certainly cannot keep this baby wrapped in towels,” she said. Dean came through with the tea. He set the tray down on a table and immediately her mother galvanised him into action. “Dean, will you drive to the emergency chemist and get the items on this list”. “It is imperative for us to get this baby dressed and fed as soon as possible”. “Take my car, it’s already in the driveway”. Without hesitation Dean grabbed the keys, jumped into the car and drove off. At the chemist he bought a bottle, the formula, disposable nappies and looked around for a baby blanket and clothes. That baby is really tiny, he thought. Fortunately the chemist catered for most emergencies. Dean even found a little vest, which Julie’s mother had forgotten to put on the list. He checked that he had bought everything, paid for the purchases and hurried back to the house.


Dean was back in a jiffy, and handed over the parcel. “That was quick!” said her mother. With gentle hands, she laid the baby down on the couch, and started to unwrap the towels. When the baby was naked they saw that it was a little girl. “Now we don’t have to say ‘it’ anymore, " said Julie, “we can say ‘she”. Deftly Julie’s mother tied the nappy, put the vest over the baby’s head and lastly little leggings with a fluffy top to match. Then she wrapped the baby tightly in a warm blanket. “Dean chose well for someone in such a hurry”. “Now you hold her whilst I go and prepare the formula”. Julie did as she was told, sat down, and once again cradled the baby in her arms. By now the baby’s breathing had become more regular and her colour was looking even better. Up to now the little eyes still hadn’t opened, but Julie could see that the baby was asleep and not unconscious.

Her mother came back with the bottle. Gently Julie put the teat between the baby’s lips. At first there was no reaction at all. “Keep on trying,” said her mother”. Julie tried again and slowly very slowly the little girl started to suck the teat. “Don’t let her drink too much at once, we don’t know when she was last fed and she might not keep the milk down.” After letting the baby take only a few ounces, Julie took away the bottle and put it to one side. She picked the baby up and put her little head onto her shoulder, just as she had seen other women do and started rubbing her little back. “No burp yet” she said to her mother. “Don’t worry she probably didn’t drink enough”. “Put her down and try feeding her again after about an hour”.


“Now I suggest that whilst you are having your tea you tell me everything”. For the second time in one night Julie told the story. She related the entire incident to her mother, forgetting nothing. How she and Dean had argued, her decision to go for a walk, investigating the noise she had heard, and finding the baby wrapped in old rags, under dirty boxes, in the doorway of a shop. “I thought she would die of exposure,” Julie said. Just as Dean had done, her mother listened intently to every word. Then she said, “You must notify the authorities about this”. “I think that first thing in the morning Dean should report the matter to the police”. “What will happen then? Julie asked”. “I’m not actually sure, but I think they will try to find the mother and as far as I know, a case file will be opened with the Child Services”. “O’ Mom! “I don’t think I could stand it if they came and took her away”. “You don’t know if they will, usually it takes awhile for the wheels to be set in motion”. “Remember Child Services have their hands full with abandoned children especially babies”. For the time being though, I think you should concentrate on keeping this little girl from getting ill.” “Do the best you can and see what happens tomorrow”. “Right now, you are also looking a bit pale”.

Take her upstairs with you and get yourself into bed”. “It will do no good if you are stressed like this, you have got to relax”. “I’ll be leaving now, your father is probably worried sick”. “Do you want me to come by in the morning and give you a hand?” “Mom if it’s not too much trouble, I would love for you to help me”.


Julie said goodbye to her mother. She heard Dean close the door and turn the key. She did not feel up to another confrontation, not tonight, her head was aching. She picked the little girl up in one arm. With her other hand she took the bottle and nappies. It seemed that all her well-laid plans had been turned upside down, but she did not regret for one minute that she had this tiny person to look after, at least for the time being there was another distraction. Dean put his head around the door. “Will you be wanting anything else or would you mind if I went up to bed?” “No thanks I don’t want anything, I am also going to bed”. With that Julie turned and went upstairs.


Dean made sure the fire in the grate was out and switched off the downstairs lights. When he got up to the bedroom he saw that Julie had laid the little girl down on the bed between two pillows. The bottle had been warmed and was on the bedside table. She had placed the nappies on the floor for convenience. He stood looking down at this tiny little person fast asleep on their bed, and wondered how this was going to affect their lives in the weeks to come.


Julie was already in her pajamas. She did not want to waste one second of being away from her precious bundle. “I’m done if you want to use the bathroom,” she said to Dean”. “Thanks, I think I’ll take a hot bath”. Whilst he was in the bathroom, Julie sat on the edge of the bed and picked up the little girl. She felt if the nappy needed changing and as the feed was due, Julie put the bottle to her mouth. This time the little girl took the teat well. She drank more of the formula than before.

Remembering not to over-feed, Julie placed the little head against her shoulder and for the second time rubbed the baby’s back. Again there was no burp, but she assumed that the baby had not taken in winds whilst drinking. Julie had taken an aspirin for her headache. She could feel the tension easing at the back of her neck. So much had taken place in such a short space of time that she could still not fathom how all this had happened in one night. She curled up under the blanket and cradled the baby in her arms. Julie’s last thought as her head touched the pillow, was that perhaps one day she and Dean would be married and have a family of their own. Dean had been enjoying a good soak in a hot bath. He wanted to give Julie some private time with the new foundling. Her tiredness had not gone unnoticed either. Now he opened the bathroom door and silently entered the bedroom. Just as he thought, she was fast asleep with the baby lying in her arms. Slowly he walked around to her side of the bed making sure not to disturb either one. Very gently he moved the blanket aside to look at the baby. Poor little thing! He thought. This has been quite an ordeal for someone so small, and we don’t have a clue who she is, or where she comes from! I wonder what still lies ahead for her! Walking on tiptoe, he switched off the bedside lamp, and snuggled up to sleep. Sometime during the early hours of the morning Dean heard Julie go downstairs to warm the baby’s bottle. He turned around and faced towards her side of the bed. Julie put on slippers, so as not to wake Dean.


Making no sound she walked back to the bed, unaware that Dean was not sleeping. There was a dim light shining through the window and it was this light that Julie utilised to feed the baby. She had already ensured that the baby was dry before going downstairs.


As she placed the bottle to the baby’s mouth, the little girl started drinking. When she thought the baby had enough, she put the bottle down and started to wind her. This time Julie heard the baby give a soft little burp. On Monday, she said to herself, I’m taking her to the doctor. Holding the baby in her arms she crept slowly back into bed.


In the cold approaching dawn, after silently watching Julie feed the baby, Dean realised he did not want to lose her through crazy arguments. She meant everything to him. Her happiness was important. In fact, since both his parents had been killed in a fatal car accident several years ago, she was all that he had. He did not have siblings and Julie also was an only child. Therefore each was dependent on the other. So, to himself he vowed to be more tolerant and make every effort to set things right. And maybe, just maybe since this tiny person had mysteriously entered their lives, the bond between them would grow stronger.


Through waves of sleep, Julie heard a tiny whimper and for the moment did not understand where it was coming from. At once she realised that it was the baby crying and was instantly wide-awake. Julie sat bolt upright thinking that there was something very wrong with her. Don’t panic, she said to herself. Feeling inside the nappy she found that it was wet. She saw too that the baby was busy sucking her little thumb as if it was a dummy and the little eyes were open. “Are you hungry again little one?”

“Let’s make you more comfortable and feed you”. Dean was already out of bed and had switched on the heater to warm the room. She got up, put on her gown and slippers and proceeded to change the baby’s nappy. Now that the baby was dry she seemed content to lie and stare around her. Julie wondered whether she could actually focus on anything yet. She was about to go downstairs to warm another bottle when she saw Dean standing in the doorway.

He had a tray in his hands from which a delicious aroma of fresh coffee reached her nostrils. There were also scrambled eggs and two slices of toast, plus a fresh bottle for the baby. Julie felt her stomach do a somersault. She really was hungry, and realised that she had eaten very little the previous day. “Now you sit down and enjoy your breakfast Dean said whilst I try and give the baby her bottle”. “Are you sure you can manage? Asked Julie. “No harm in trying he said”. “Incidentally I did test that the formula was the correct temperature”. “Thank you for my breakfast and for feeding her”. Julie took a sip of coffee and began eating her breakfast. Dean placed the baby across his legs and held the bottle to her mouth. It seemed as though the baby was also starving, she was literally gulping down the milk. “Slow down little one he said”.


During feeding of the baby and Julie eating breakfast, Dean wanted to know what her plans were for the day. “I think we should start by buying some baby things”. “She can’t drink from only one bottle, the nappies are almost finished and I would like to bathe and change her”. “She actually needs plenty and I can probably get most things at that new baby shop in town,” Dean said. “It would really be a great help if you could go into town for me”. “I know it’s Saturday, but my mother is coming over and she told me, it’s our duty to report this matter to the police”.

“Whew, I am certainly going to have a busy morning”. “I think I had better be going”. “Dean! “Yes! “Thank you for being so understanding about this”. “Last night I acted purely by instinct. I just could not ignore those pathetic little cries”. Julie looked pleadingly at Dean for assurance. “You did the right thing Jules,” he said. “If I had been in a similar
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